

A Midfommer nights Dreame 0 

A gain ft my childc,my daughter Hermit, 

Standfoerth Demetrim . 

My noble Lord, 

This man hath my confent to marry her. 

Standfoerth Ly fonder. 

And my gracious Duke, 

This man hath bewitcht the bofome of my childe : 

Thou, thou Lyfander . thou haft giuen her rimes, 

And interchang’d loue tokens with my childe : 

Thou haft by moone-light at her window lung, 

With faining voice, verfes of faining loue, 

And ftolne the impreffion of her fantafie. 

With bracelets ofthy haire, rings,gawdes, conceits, 
Knacks ; trifles,nofegaies, fweet meatcs (mcflengers 
Of ftrong preuailement in vnhardened youth) 

With cunning haft thou filcht my daughters heart, 

Turnd her obedience (which is due to me) 

To ftubborne harfhneffe. And my gracious Duke, 

Be it fo (he will not here before your Grace, 

Confent to marry with Demetrim , 

I beg the ancient priuiledge of Athens ; 

As (lie is mine, I may difpofe of her j 
Which (hall be either to this gentleman. 

Or to her death, according to our law, 

Immediatly prouided in that cafe. 

The. What fay you Hermta ? be adui$’d,faire maid. 

To you your father (Tioud be as a God: 

One that compos’d your beauties ; yea and one, 

To whom you are but as a forme in wax 
By him imprinted,and within his power. 

To leauc the figure, or disfigure it : 

Demetrim is a worthy gentleman. 

Her. So is Lyfander, The.In himfelfe he is. 

But in this kinde,wantingypur fathers vpyce. 

The other muft be held the^orthicr. 

He te 
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Her.l would my father lookt but with my eyes. 

Tfc .Rather your eyes muft with his iudgement looks- 

Her . I do iptreate your Grace to pardon me. 

I know not by what pow.erl am made bold. 

Nor how it may concerne my modefty,' 

In fuch a prefence, here to plead my thoughts ; 

But I befeech your Grace,that,I may know 
The word that may befall me in this cafe,. 

If I refufe to wed ‘Demetrim. 

T&f.Either to diethe.death,ort® abiure 
Foreuer the fociety of men. 

Therefore faire Z/«7»«i,queftion your defires, 

Know of your youth, examine well your blood, 

Whether (ify ou yeeld not to your fathers choyce) 

You can endure the liuery ofa Nunne, 

For aye to be in fhady Cloifter mew’d 
To liueabarren fifter all your life. 

Chanting faint hymnes to the colde fruitlcffe Moone. 
Thrice blefled they that matter fo their blood. 

To vndergo fuch maiden pilgrimage. 

But earthlier happy is the Rofe diftild. 

Then that which withering on the virgin thorne, 
Growes,liues,and dies, in Angle bleffcdnefie. 

Her . So will I grow.fo liuc,fo dyemy Lord, 

Ere I will yeeld my virgin Patent vp 
Vnto his Lordfhip,whofe.vjnwiflied yoake 
My foulc confects not- to giue fouerainty . 

The.T ake time to paufe,and by the next new Moone, 
The fealing day betwixt my loue and me. 

For euerlafting bond of fellowfhip : 

Vpon that day either prepare to dye. 

For difobedience to your fathers will. 

Or *lfe to wed Dome tr ini, wold. 

Or on Diannes Altar to proteft, .r.. 

For aye.aufterity, and fingle life. 




